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to find the creed that all is for the best in the best of
possible worlds almost too much for him. Suddenly
a commission of Turkish doctors arrived to pick out
some of us for exchange. Our only doctor was
selected and went off. Dick Lacy was among those
chosen to be sent home. "Of course I shan't go,"
he said to me in the most natural manner possible,
"as you've got to stay." And nothing would alter
his decision. Cheerfully and as a matter of course
he assumed that this was the only decent thing to do.
Nothing more remarkable than this happened to me
while I was a prisoner of war.
Suddenly, as the cab drew out from Charing Cross
on to the Embankment, I realised with an over-
whelming shock of exhilaration what was happening
to me. . . . This, this was the long dreamed of
moment. In these last few seconds I had become
free. Exalted, I stared at the river nocturne of blue
and gold, drank in the luxurious whine of taxi
wheels in the London mud. . . . True, there had
been unforgettable moments before this. Going up
that gangway on to the transport in the roadstead of
Smyrna I had looked up and seen the British flag
fluttering overhead against a blue sky, and thought,
"Now I am a prisoner; and now," stepping off the
gangway on to the deck, "I am free." There had
been the first sight of England too, and the traditional
white cliffs at that; but that thrill had been some-
what impaired by my physical sensations; all the
way over on the tossing little transport I had had to
keep saying to myself, "I worit come home seasick."
In the taxi it was suddenly overwhelmingly obvious

